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For I was drench* d with ooze, and torn with
briers,
More crumpled than a poppy from the sheath,
And all one rag, disprinced from head to heel:
s But hence' he said ' indue yourselves like men.
Your Cyril told us all. *
As boys that slink
From ferule and the trespass-chiding eye,
Away we stole, and transient in a trice
From what was left of faded woman-slough
To sheathing splendours and the golden scale
Of harness, issued in the sun that now
Leapt from the dewy shoulders of the Earth,
And hit the northern hills.    Here Cyril met us
A little shy at first, but by and by
We twain, with mutual pardon ask'd and given
For stroke and song, resolder'd peace, whereon
Followed his tale.    Amazed he fled away
Thro' the dark land, and later in the night
Had come on Psyche weeping: cthen we fell
Into your father's hand, and there she lies,
But will not speak, nor stir/
He show'd a tent
A stone-shot off: we entered in, and there
Among piled arms and rough accoutrements,
Pitiful sight, wrapt in a soldier's cloak,
Like some sweet sculpture draped from head to
foot,
And pushM by rude hands from its pedestal,
All her fair length upon the ground she lay:
And at her head a follower of the camp,
A charr'd and wrinkled piece of womanhood,
Sat watching like a watcher by the dead.
Then Florian knelt, and ' Come * he whisper'd
to her
f Lift up your head, sweet sister : lie not thus.
What have you done but right ? you could not
slay
Me, nor your prince: look up: be comforted :